
LOOKING-GLASS HOUSE. 

manage this one a bit ; it writes all niannei 

of things that I don’t intend ” 

“ What manner of things ? ” said the Queen, 
looking over the book (in which Alice had put 

‘ The White Knight 
is sliding down the 
poker. He balances 
very badly'). “That’s 
not a memorandum 
of your feelings!” 
There was a book 
lying near Alice on 
the table, and while 
she sat watching 
the White King (for 
she was still a little 
anxious about him, 
and had the ink all ready to throw over 

him, in case he fainted again), she turned over 
the leaves, to find some part that she could 

read, “ — for it’s all in some languago I don’t 
know,” she said to herself. 


LOOKING-GLASS HOUSE. 


It was like this. 
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She puzzled over this for some time, but 
at last a bright thought struck her. “ Why, 
it’s a Looking-glass book, of course ! And if 
f hold it up to a glass, the words will all go 
the right way again.” 

This was the poem that Alice read. 


JABBER WOCK T. 

’Twos brittig, and the slithy tones 
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe; 
All mimsy were the borogoves, 

And the, mome raths outgrabe. 
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